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Let H Snow 


Author's Notes: 
Nicko appears to have scared away all the other musi. 


"This is so fucking cliché." 

Tico stared out the window, not exactly looking at the snow falling so thickly there was barely any black sky 
between the flakes, or the drifts piled up over bushes and cars and sidewalks, but certainly looking towards 
them. 


"Please tell me you're not drunk enough to get philosophical." 


David was curled up on the couch, clutching a mug of hot cocoa with marshmallows, wearing a sweater and 


pajama pants so Christmasy you'd never believe he was Jewish. 


"tm not drunk at all," Tico said, swirling his wine around in his glass. A few sips here and there, nursing the 


same glass for at least the past hour, hardly drunk. "But it is. Lovers trying to be together on Christmas Eve, 


can't get to each other because of a blizzard at one end." 


"Lovers? Your life a romance novel now?" David grinned. "Nicko's gonna say fuck the weather and hijack a plane, 
fly up here, land right outside the house, come charging in and sweep you up in his strong manly arms? And 


maybe throw in a line about your heaving bosom, just to make it authentic." 
"Leave my bosom out of this." Despite himself, a little smile was toying at the corners of Tico's lips. 
"You wanna call him again?" 


Tico sighed and flopped down on the couch. "Nah. He'll call me if there's any change, and l'm not sure | can 
handle hearing that he's not getting out of there until Easter." 


"lm sorry.” 


The fire crackled merrily in the fireplace, drawing Tico's eyes as he sipped his wine. Even if you took Nicko out 
of the equation, things were pretty cliché. Hot cocoa and a fireplace and snow outside the window and these 
fucking ugly sweaters Jon's mother was never going to stop knitting for them. How David's house managed to 
look like it came right from some Good Housekeeping article about the ideal Christmas when he didn't celebrate 


the holiday was a wonder to Tico. 


"This is where you say ‘it's not your fault." 


It wasn't David's fault. Yeah, it had been him who'd asked Tico if he wanted to come have a little pre- 
Christmas Christmas with the guys in the band, they way they did before they had families and before they 
had money, when they couldn't be sure they could get presents for each other but they could get good and 


drunk on cheap vodka and good company. 


And Tico had said he wasn't sure, had told him Nicko was flying in for Christmas, he'd be there Christmas Eve, 


and Tico needed to be home to greet him. 
so have him fly to Jersey, David said, you two can fly back to Florida together. 


It had made a fair amount of sense. Not really the most direct path, but a shorter intial flight for Nicko, and 
more time together, so they'd gone with it. 


The weather hadn't cooperated, though, the weather never cooperated. It had started snowing the morning of 
the 23rd, kept going, picking up momentum by the hour. 


Six am. on Christmas Eve, Nicko had called No planes were landing in Jersey, or anywhere in the Northeast, 
and he'd ended up in fucking Tennessee, of all places. He'd still try to make it up there, they were sure the 


weather would clear up in a matter of hours, he'd be there by noon 


Now it was ten thirty pm, and the snow showed no signs of stopping, of even slowing down. 
"Tico?" 
‘Its not your fault, David.” 


The stewardess - that's probably not what you call them when they're not on the plane, is it? The woman 
behind the desk whose job it was to calmly tell irate passenger after irate passenger there was no chance 
they'd get where they wanted to go, who was wearing a blue uniform and a nametag and looked very much like 


a stewardess, so much so that Nicko kept thinking of her as one - anyway, that woman. 

Her name was Karen, and she talked like a Karen and looked like a Karen and all that was just a little too neat 
for Nicko's taste. She was a sweetheart, though, hadn't lost her patience with the seemingly infinite lines of 
people who blamed her for the weather, hadn't lost her patience with Nicko, who'd been up to the desk at least 
three billion times that day to find out if there was any change. 


Little by little, everyone else had left, admitting defeat and taking the hotel rooms the airlines were handing 


out like candy. Nicko was the only one left now, and he wasn't going anywhere anytime soon 
"Any change, yet?" 


"Not yet, sorry. There's a flight to Arizona in an hour, if you're interested. Hear it's pretty nice this time of 


year." 

Nicko smiled a little. "Bit dry, | think" 

"Brazil?" 

"I don't speak a word of Spanish, love." 

"They speak Portuguese in Brazil” 

"Oh, well then I'd be all set." 

"ll let you know if anything changes, promise." 

Airport seats were always so bloody uncomfortable. These, in particular, were miserable. They'd wasted 
whatever money they paid for the cushions, because Nicko might as well have been sitting on hard plastic. The 


armrests were too ‘kin low for his arms, and too close together for him to curl up in the seat for a kip, and 


that complimentary hotel room was starting to sound pretty bloody good right about now. 


But that would be admitting defeat, and no way in Hell was Nicko McBrain going to lose to a blizzard. No, sir. 


Tico opened his eyes to a sea of plaid flannel, the room dim as the fire struggled desperately to stay alive. 
Groaning at the twinge of muscles gone stiff from far too long lying in the same position, he sat up, blinking to 
clear the red plaid from his eyes. 

"Finally. You've got a fat head" David stretched his legs and groaned, poking Tico's ribs with his foot. 


"You should've woken me up." 


"If l'd woken you up you would've gone all ‘oh my God if | sleep | might miss Nicko calling’ and not gone back to 


sleep, and you needed a nap, so no, | shouldn't have." 

"How long was | out?" 

"Hour and a half, ish. It stopped snowing about forty minutes ago, by the way." 

Over the top of the blank white wall of snow that had settled in front of the window, blocking almost half of 
the view, the sky was dark gray and completely blank, like someone had pulled a sheet over the world to block 
the real view. 


"Has Nicko called?" 


"Nope. | called the airport when it stopped snowing, and they said assuming it doesn't start up again, factoring 


in time to clear the runways, the earliest anything's gonna be flying in or out is six" 
"What time is it now?" 

"Three thirty." 

"Got a shovel?" 

David blinked. "| - a shovel?" 


"You know. Long handle, kinda curved thing at the bottom, used for scooping snow - or food, if it's Richie 


eating?" 
"Yeah, | think there's one by the door. Why?" 


Tico got up and headed to the door, grabbing his jacket and hat off the rack by the door. "Gotta clear your 


driveway." 


"Tico, it's like thirty degrees." 

"Right. Can | borrow some gloves?" 

"There's like six feet of snow out there,” David argued, even as he handed Tico the warmest gloves he had. 
"At least. Gotta get a head start." 

"Tico." 

"David" 


The door opened and closed, a blast of almost-but-not-quite freezing air punctuating the slam as Tico 


wandered out into the cold. 

"Coffee?" 

Nicko jumped at the voice by his ear, and winced at the sharp pain in his neck. Well. So it wasn't impossible to 
fall asleep in those stupid airport chairs, just bloody stupid. Bones and muscles creaking in protest, he 


stretched as far as he could, letting out a massive groan when all his joints popped at once. 


"Are you about done?" 

He tilted his head towards the source of the voice - and oh holy ‘kin Hell did his neck hurt, no more of thai, 
from now on it's looking straight ahead for old Nicko. Karen the not-a-stewardess-or-was-she-a-stewardess- 
whatever was standing there, smirking, nice big steaming cup in her hand. 


"Sorry, | didn't realize you were sleeping. Figured you could use some coffee." 


"Probably a good thing you woke me up, any longer | would've stuck like that permanently and you'd have to 
carry me to the plane. Hope you're stronger than you look, I've been told | have a fat arse. Coffee? Lovely.” 


She handed him the cup and a handful of sugar packets. "Didn't know how you took it," she said, and settled 


down with her own cup in the seat next to him. 
"More sugar than coffee, ideally." 
“That doesn't surprise me." 


The airport was only slightly more crowded now than it had been when he fell asleep. People walked by every 


couple minutes, always in those scattered clusters of people going to the same place at the same time but 
most certainly not going there together. Maybe everyone who had someone to travel with had already gotten 
where they were going with said someone, nice and cozy and secure in the knowledge they were going to be 


able to stay in one place for at least a little while. 


Nicko emptied the last packet into his cup and took a sip. It still tasted like coffee, not his most preferred "hot 


water poured into a sugar bowl", but itd do. 
“Shouldn't you be behind your little counter-desk-thingy?" 
"My shift just ended. Figured I'd stick around to bring you coffee and give you this." 


She handed him an envelope, smiling. "There's a flight to Newark leaving in half an hour. Three gates down, 


you're all booked" 


Nicko would've leapt for joy if it weren't for the hot coffee in his hand and the lingering pain in his neck. "| 


could kiss you right now, love." 


"Don't do that. I'd have to tell my husband, and he'd try to kick your ass, and he's about a foot shorter than 
you and I50 pounds soaking wet. I'm too young to be a widow." 


"Right. No kiss, then. Quick shag in the bathroom, maybe?" 


| think that's my cue to head home." Grinning, Karen stood, reaching out to ruffle Nicko's hair. "Good luck Hope 
the rest of your holiday goes better than your travel plans." 


"I bloody well hope so too, love." 

For the eight and almost definitely not the last time, David stood in his doorway, hunched against the cold. 

"Will you come inside and at least have something hot to drink?" 

Tico just shook his head, never ceasing in his work with the shovel. He was making progress - not much, of 
course, but some. It had looked better an hour or so ago, before the plow had come and pushed a bank of 


snow in to cover up the only patch of driveway he'd actually managed to clear. 


Good thing none of David's neighbors had kids, because the resulting storm of profanity from Tico would've 


scarred them for life. 


He was just turning to go inside, planning grab a cup of cocoa and force it down Tico's throat if he had to, 


when he saw the very top of a taxi as it came down the road. Tico was blind and deaf to everything but the 


patch of snow in front of him and the shovel in his hands - until a car door slammed, and then he turned 


around and David could swear he flew down the driveway and into Nicko's arms. 


Grinning, David watched as Tico held on for dear life, Nicko clutching him so tightly his feet didn't quite hit the 
ground, and tried to bite back a giggle, because Tico was right - the whole night had been really fucking cliché. 


Oddly enough, it didn't seem to bother him anymore. 


